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For too much louing you, 

Oth. I am bound to thee for cuer. 
lag I fee this hath a little daflit your fpirits. 

Oth. Not a iot,not a lot. 
l«g* Ifaithlfeareithas. 

I hope you will confiderwhatis fpoke. 

Comes from my Jouc : But I doe fee you are moon’d 
l am to pray you.oot to ftraine my fpeech. 

To grol'cr i{Tues,oor to largerreach. 

Thcntofufpition. 

Oth. I will not. 

Tag. Should you doe fo my Lord, 

My (peech fhoitid fall into fitch vile fucccfle. 

As my thoughts aime not at : Caftio't my trufty friend - 
My Lord.I feeyouare moou’d. 

Oth . No, not much moou’d, 

I doe not thinke but Defdemam’s honeft. 

lag. Long liue (lie fo, and long liue you to thinke fo. 

Oih. And yet how nature erring from it l'elfe. 

lag. I, there's the point.- as to be bold with you. 

Not to affed! many propofed matches. 

Of her owne Clime, complexion,and degree, 

Whereto we fee in all things, nature tends j 
Fie we may fmell in fucha will.moft ranke 
Foule difproportion thoughts vnnaturall. 

But pardon me : I doe not in poficion, 

Dcftindtly fpcake of her,tho I may feare 
Her willrecoylingto her better judgement. 

May fall to match you with her countrey formes. 

And happily repent? 

Oth. Fare wel!,if more 

Thou doett perceiue,Iet me know more, fct on 
Thy wife to obi’erue : leaue me logo, 
lag. My Lord I take my leaue. 

Oth. Why did I marry ? This h on eft creature doubdefie 
Sees and knqwcs more.much more then he vnfbulds. 

My Lord,! w ould Imighciiitreate your honour. 
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To fcan this thing no further, leaue it to time, 

Tho it be fir, that Cafsio haue his place. 

For fure he fills it vp with great ability : 

Yet if you pleafe to hold him off awhile. 

You fhall by that perceiuehim and his meancs; 
Note ifyoar Lady ftraine herentertainement. 
With any firong or vehement importunity, 

Much will be feene in that,in the meane'time, 

Let me be thought too bufiein my Pcares, 

As worthy caufe I haue,to feare I am ; 

And hold her free,! doe befccch your honour. 

Oth. Feare not my gouernement. 

lag, I once more take my leaue. Exit 

Oth . This followed ofexcecding honefty. 

And knowesall qualities,with a learned fpiric 
Of humaine dealing ; if 1 doe prooue her haggard, 
Tho that her leffes were my dearc heart firings, 
l’de whittle her off,and let her downe the wind, 

To prey at fortune. Happily .for I am Macke, 

And haue not thefefoft parcsTif conuetlation. 
That Chamlerers haue,or for I am declind 
Into the valt of yeares; yet that’s not much, 

Shce’s gone,I am abus’d, and my releife 
Mutt be to lothe her ; O curfc of marriage. 

That wc can call thefe delicate creatures ours, 

Aud not their appetites ,* I had rather be a Toadc, 
And liue vpon the vapor in a dungeon, 

Tfienkcepe a corner in a thing I louc, 

For others vfes : yet tis the plague of great ones, 
Prerogatiu’d are they leflethen the bate, 

Tis defteny,vnf!*vjnmble,like death i 
Eucii then this forked plague is fated to vs, 

\V hen wc doc quicken : Defdemetsa comes. 

If {be be falfe,0 thenheauen mocks it fclfe, 

I'le not belecue it. 

EwttrDefdemona WEnaillia. 
Defd, How now my dears Othello ? 



